MARCHING ALONG THE SANDS

flight. My party betrayed by word, look and act that they
were on tenterhooks, and whenever my camel bore me
ahead of them or lagged behind, someone was soon beside
me to remind me that we were in dangerous country; yet
on making camp never were there dispositions made so far
as I could see for meeting an attack or escaping from one.
The desert holds a philosophy of the inevitability of events.
"Reliance is in God/ 'What is written must come to pass,'
'God be praised, the Lord of the Worlds5 - these expressions
are always on Badawin lips, to meet death or adversity or
the expectation of them. In the acceptance of destiny is
comfort; the doctrine of Free Will a disturbing heresy.
Unless the beast became his by the will of God, a man could
not enjoy killing the master and riding away upon her. War
would become wicked, blood - feuds impious, and the
practice of religion impossible.

Before us the conspicuous large white dune of Bin Juli
marked where Umm al Hait, the great trunk drainage
system of the steppe, changes its name to Atina. To the
northwards the great sands reappeared in the distance as a
pale wall backed by ridges of rosier hue. Before them ran
the verdant line of Umm al Hait. When nearer we found
the sands of the valley gathered in hummocks like the roofs
of multitudinous mosques with their thousand cupolas. The
thick tamarisk looked inviting to our fasting camels, and
the poor brutes that had shuffled sluggishly across the plain
trotted eagerly up to the scanty diet before them.

Umm al Hait is a precious name to the steppe dweller,
though if no rain falls for two or three years together, as
sometimes happens, the wadi becomes hungry, bleak and
deserted. The meagrest winter rain will, however, quicken
it into fertility and life - though the blessedness actually